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Ramakrishna that Master Mahasaya no longer considered
tis thoughts to be his own.
Hand in hand, the saint and I walked one evening on
the block of his school. My joy was dimmed by the
arrival of a conceited acquaintance. He burdened us with
a lengthy discourse.
"I see this man doesn't please you." Hie saint's
whisper to me was unheard by the egotist, spellbound
by his own monologue. "I have spoken to Divine Mother
about it; She realizes our sad predicament. As soon as
we get to yonder red house, She has promised to remind
him of more urgent business."
My eyes were glued to the site of salvation. Reaching
its red gate, the man unaccountably turned and departed,
neither finishing his sentence nor saying good-by. Peace
descended on the assaulted air.
Another day found me walking alone near the Howrah
railway station. I stood for a moment by a temple,
silently criticizing a small group of men with drum and
cymbals who were violently reciting a chant.
"How undevotionally they use the Lord*s divine Name
in mechanical repetition," I reflected. Suddenly I was
astonished to see Master Mahasaya rapidly approaching
me.
"Sir, how come you here?"
The saint, ignoring my question, answered my thought
"Isn't it true, little sir, that the Beloved's name sounds
sweet from all lips, ignorant or wise?" He passed his
arm around me affectionately; I found myself carried
on his magic carpet to the Merciful Presence.
"Would you like to see some bioscopes?" This ques-
tion one afternoon from the reclusive Master Mahasaya
was mystifying to me; the term was then used in India
to signify motion pictures. I agreed, glad to be in his
company in any circumstances. A brisk walk brought
us to the garden fronting Calcutta University. My com-
panion indicated a bench near the goldighi or pond.
"Let us sit here for a few minutes. My Master asked
me to meditate whenever I saw an expanse of water.
Here its placidity reminds us of the vast calmness of God.
As all things can be reflected in water, so the whole
universe is mirrored in the lake of the Cosmic Mind.
So my gurudeva often said.**